Pericles- Prince of Tyre t . '■ 




Since hee s to great, can make his will his a<5t, 

~W ill thinkeme fpeakingythough 
Nor bootes it me to fay I honour, 

If he fufpedt I may dishonour him. 

And what may make him blufti in being 
Hee’l ftop the ccurfe by which it might b 
W rth hoftile forces heel ore-fpread the land. 

And \vith the ilintof wkrre will looke fb huge. 

Amazement {hall drive courage from the ftate 
Our men be vanquish t, ere they doe refill 
And liib/ed's' putiifht, that never the ‘ 

Wnitfacare of them,not pitty of m' 

avi • i°i- Ce no more ^ ut as tops ' 
winch fence the rootes they grow by, and defenc 

V‘f b °™ my body pine, and foule to languilh. 

And pamlh that beforethathe would punifh. 

1 . 'Lord. Joy and all comfort in your facred breaft. 

2 . Lord. And keepe your minde till ye retnrne to us 
ana comforable. 

^ /A//. Peace, peace, and give experience tongue s . -P! 

They doe abufe the King that flatter him, 

_or flattery is the bellowes blowcs up finne, 

i he thing the which is flattered, but a fparke 

lo which that fparke gives heart and ftronger glowuw 
™ reproofe obedient and in order, * S , 

t Its Kings as they are men, for they may erre. 

When Sigmor footh here doth proclaime pleace, 
e flatters you, makes warre upon your life. 
s nnce pardon me,or ftrike me if you pleafe, , * 7 
1 cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Whwf- ll£ ' V<:llS£ / e ' : butlet your cares ore-looke 
Ahatfiuppmg, and wnat ladings in our Haven, 
w t "fdreturhe to us ; HdUc&nm thou haft 
Moov d us : what feeft thouin our lookes ? : 
p. an § r y br °w, dread Lord. 

If n‘f re be &cb 3 rfact in Princes frownesj 
How durft thy tongue move anger to our face l 


cricks Vrnce of Tyre. 

Per. Thou knoweft I 

Hdl. I have ground the :»c my , v - ; - 

That Ktngs mould SgW”, 

Fit Councellor, and fen ? ' Prince t hy fervant, 

Whobythywifedomemakesainnc jr 

"sstsss^ssr*^ 

Are armes to Princes, and bring 
Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder. 

The reft fharke in thine eare) asblacke as .Wcefl* 

Which by my knowledge found die finfiall f athe » 

Seem’d not to ftrike, but fmoothe : But thou knoweft this, 
Tis time to feare, when tyrants feeme to kilie. 

Which feare fo grew in me I hither fled 

Vnder the hovering of a careiull night, _ 

Who feem’d my good Proteftor : apd being here. 
Bethought what was paft, what might iucceede j 
I knew him tyrannous, and tyrants feare q 
D ecreafe not, but grow falter thantheyeare : 

And fhould he thinke, as no doubt he doth. 

That I fhould open to the liftening ayre. 

How many worthy Prinees blould were fhed. 

To keepe his bed ofblacjcnelfe unlaid ope. 

To lop that doabt,hee’l fill tljis land witharmes, 

B Z \ 



